






DIM , oa 





66m line ag le Says K AIR 


SHAD. ae lees ny AQ 
inn han ho.) puctione hon 2 








- wo Bins Se eee ~ 
ern AS (4) Oates sh abot 
Syd wena > bem inteed tak 
teeta 


rooms ORS ei 
VWWA5 — Cicer 





A Owis uxt love wird cor PEWTOME cA 
| a + Clwrs -e Berleeva’s woke OA ait. 
uke: 


é 


ne unnt do gek or beocle ot fit, ove) 
Oot 6) eo sh oat us. 


















“tn (ue) MA 
Anns (A) ort ay Kurt jnlo he 
onns (a). he | Wkyrack? for 
he whl , dke bes [erha, 
Ons eer) kd he Lagde 
— an ee aE 
oe Soy ANA_U ~ 


Sg be ids 
Mile semis MH ott of 
context en 


—dmMn 


aa cnn * Ne wrehay'¢ oe 
———— 

















M Ria 
Sram Ven he LAr “s 


ne esi mAD 


honn YX 
aE. ct a ~ 


- earmeeers awe 
an > ss Om Suk 


aro Hart 
ak } aa es sae 
Whang s | 
Gans tla Mee : 
saga 3 P= aye lo OD 
2 a Ales 
AV ue. “I dune we Lrertewske 
i : Yove do Oretoss ; 
mov ® He ore wick ae 
yi Sworn oat Ls 
AA T+ wap horrible. 
ne swear at Mike ™ IB 


ho Ow S8Uperwser o 
ev« om ig 












Wold dre attoy sate ust sfevee) dete 


Mike eek aad aN ES, 
eae ove Vout le (Wonder alf 
=e latcevre hry PQ Chas ng? CO 


mwa ane A Kor wel 


| exe ne gl = Chl NR 
| ei = a: oh Por 


2 Werte | re 
) 


Cig (2) A Wor Cn a yu > 
$e; a Ane “Ne by Le 
ON “2p Qcio\ becure = : 


on bry, WA in Sayre Cre, | 
dD | WO bgh~ Wr Qu ry) \ 
Mr Ankh RR 2 mee DORR MK ane 
(Nohn . IES haa’ was) Wm . 


rates he’s ar me Oye oe 


pei Oy eects be > eee 
Thee wry ven pequne & be 
Bow MW WR. CHAN B&H Wt. 


i NEA Koo ~ Cog BANKS Quire 


a eo 

a ee re a (ales 
parece 7 Awe Ses oA ea yo 
Pw - Una Meda ne 2, Le Adgarnoyd 


CNS 'S Cay. pA Dt S20 ; 


(ieig OAPAS , Teena — Reet re 








aT le 








2 (SWI) 





Cnds (0) 83 2 Red "2 eee 
eng PW ly MOL E. 
a 4 on PAO (iia ARKDAQ 


Sha (Mvsa. ) aye : 


ger ( fea} wis ae SEs 
org Sov he Got Hee Since. 


UNTOQICS - 


aS =, hos Ae | Kip 
: mee 6 PAS es omaeet we 





Onas (4) 








Dan bwinrk & iS Nane & Ware 
| eeker Duow Sovn3d RAR 

| Mnrea + 

i ey MD ORM  dninny Dr 
he wa, WY ls ee Nae ne 


| & Kann | hn 3 Se) 
W aS be Was WIA) AL4 kk 
Why — PY Y— 20 RIVA - 
mm. Thar & NE OVW, Hear 
IS ba MpeFaAaArL een 

W'S OUMA MBN Ae Coreim5 =: 
af PENCe wy eR cane Ut / 
MY dpe IWR P OR L.2 
Worle ey we, ada Seve, > 
erate Fenty aQ Rp vo — | 
eR pe Amn W'S (naw pon Cut 


| — 


























Sante be Anne MAC Me, 


A View os Ow pes AiR 
w'S YW A)Anw . 
ae Are wee se TWS 





ye ae na 
Shr c 

TE ee 
Marry Ro). ae TES 2) 
CorANn~ Af} 's anton e ( 


Winn ”| WAs 
Conp\d ho CFE Sg 

ews 2 ce 

, ONL <r S we “Wee 5) 

Prue, C2 Ak eee 3 reoyh Mw 

(nx alo AK Anat lt 


DWE RBS u Yelp bs=r 
KYA Lam ~ A Sy 























thos Teen 
| RN AAI ee 
0 Odes wt nc 


iw ~ — = os 
ii me lV KAN 











| Wre VENTS — OK = 3 


\ ‘L dont UOC “Sum a 
* 
'Weane a. nis 5 eco. 
SA Nt rocco) ee =e yermn 


‘Costins blue sek am exper-rPOn bed 
{NSeceort —< perso’ 


io cont Bau) S0) pord> - Saw 


as a of &e ON” 
" Lwish A Sain “Sides > e+ (reat epecu= 
st vice aie 


ae ray pA diwreSlew eA 


“fox or K cin a he saw’ 
“He pelo had a shower tr sovtove elrey 


cet —— (Neat . |Fsvold beg 


at tsAty 
4 = 30 ee COMLD Sioa ped\aatt 
"Cost eut ita (% Goon Mie edt 
the Nu“? . rice ale. 
“oun Cdl iW Cease eye ea G 4 
“Wako! } ce caltat cy) Von) dre and. 














 "inoure”. 

fc el naive den 

7 eo Sok © ok oggiu Jown > 
"Io act due-tnate’. SC) 

] “ts va lacstlere™. 

ts osthet ol & elawibe~ 

| ow ere rey, Borla — : 


ar ciphl OL 

B05 O wet “as Keo ceont 
gs = AN lover>”, = on 
| 1p com: TU apa 


toed he Syne cal tn et 
Say aon ne Soh og 
“~~ ome (te. SEP feten 


ost ix 
irk desiree _ 


| 3 WR) ‘aretoa ble 
lat as 
a we ove 


| | : aimee 





Sa ENG 8 4nnery,. TH 
ape MWK ( Setetesia ? 
Klinnaart © VAR Core ah Caprk 
Est fore In mony bo 

aes * DO yrds Mee 


3 Rete Re acer 
; ae bw Rove. = QR 


Sa 
> he” gener NRA =" mov : 





AES an oe aoe 

Yor NCAA. 
Aad ei a 
espe manne. N< INN 
gor. Fe ee 

WLC arsrr CriSlee nO eA. WSCANY. 
Ik kw — SR WA DRY 
> = 


@ Ge Gg ee: Zs AAT A FZ: 7" 9 
‘Sia 
DXB aK SEER ac} ‘ 
- fy (\ 











“ts ollc nso Pa ae) 
peed. ape 


4 Oh, ee 

> Too 2 work K ot Coie an at oda), 

"Lm atremeter Le be Sprttrerlo le, 
oily 2% awe Yels [A me, : 


is Hee duak Aseont CA 
NW \K5 1 ou atom: raged da ae ie> 


uc roms 
‘ wi Bec — hed 


ee cern doz) ei he ai 


old vd - 





—_- es we bbe A olnee a~ 55 
3 


Codekde 
lide, Ser 
nb ph Vooud Wer Odmenh 
On dont Mee moon Jinn dl pRnec to 


= 








tent NN pAenrrlec ures = ad } 
J sue Wine, & wearin Bowlers 


eae ar 


eae comedy , 


ee 7 ASo ar 


A era | 
rise ges “t site 1 ote, NS: BT 


punt la ice te< iesdiotigiale 
" blades 

tao (I Yowe to pltclce 
Botespt eps te Lpokeuudth; 


Some Pes? Gof 
Dak corschn ae 








| Lrasure as Woredale™ Shs 
nese Sogo but / ae 

é i he B®", of 

sea alee lial 
a Oba ine at ——- 
amok: ; Va a 

—s ipa aE 8) 

Yo va New 


Nsig oh 


| i ye) | 
: ao Vit Be Laue ipcellang 
geo os a eagece\<® O 
"yD A co 

s Wy os Jg ae oath 

mae { 


Sf 
rac ot seg in mM ae: “i peti, 


:— 











(on ele 
see loners" 
ae = SGP fpr O Sheep 


oe 1S ~ een ae er 


ee 
pel oye 


f > ow | but, oly 
fi oe Feige Siedlssated dgurt, 








Eric eatin kd) N22). Milk & eset 


Sod FZ Lew? wrk, Lh siden wor 


= ee eee ee hee 
| eas) 

cmanerte comin 

creert upd) nrrmgrane 


Ke Ke Slo he 
ee 





oa 


a ’ 
Darr “Ww ae 
MIO. a ae ens 














BEEP 3 ye 
ead ier: 


es ee a 


Se 


ao KS 
2 PTR Sea>. 
as te 
he “hen ¢ 
sm, « 
NS) chQ, 
BS DOA 
Peete’ 
aso 

y 4 

in 

sa 
WATS 


AW \ren AWE AK AWK 


\ ees, rhwrysCoyrat $ Lag 
p.-20Y 


FE UP ny wR  OBBC! 


ee 


Sth a WN Kk U4 aD KL fre 


Ww 


| 


Be | 


pars 


— — 





ee ed ps faye AZ, 
 pewner Re beats  fPINR RPS 


ws Hon cn = a precoune—_A 
Le, a aor Shire. Dealade 
ms # pay? , CSO lrennt 
Kal wine. 
vnc ege ot : 


Towa Loma brad a Du®hn, Hue 
Ud We - v Awd teolee) Wu oon 
Weel hy Aue hme Samve . Qushn" 
ee L thegped Ler, eal 8 bus 
Loolied LOlule mile lay ou todete 
| ees” ape 
; (ay) Un reOA 
waste Pie pw | Seger 
v Watfethuneatel: L 
Ba a alg — 
ot enpiins, Chuypy un tno 
vig. § Soe Sle iin | by 08 








Ot Kho Quad of Gry bre % dau Meow 
— Ww VE Slee 45 Vim. Qushn 


 Pimided Ane ttre — real rey 

S| So's edimmerc — frame MWS ~ 

i Milde t+ SUsty Ar pvov hood the ine — 

 \ndaspensible’ pdusehalian Shier, 

The Caravam {fF diited Voth warn Sodder 

| ee Jane We aia | 

( v Chau nds 1 ite 
M3414 MPS aT 


i On clas. Yun S dey - 
ore WA Gang 2uUsvyl 
T hwanney 4 oh) Tost saa eae 








A 


| ~~ bp URN , | 
tape orn my / Duh’ duawins, 
} Nc dié 51S. Cowon - 


ames ° | 
_ Ogaina Ife ab ifs best 2 (Sve) 














‘coal pie of aS 
Hhor Se scold ie 


LAD) Steppe? QRirypianVe (AW Rete 
{ Dim, An [Pe ee w Oe 

| Cue pp emo , \ Mew pee th 
OW FR ENS a 

i a MArkce Doler lesgwre 
SV pc Se ne : 

| Pde» YOK U2> pe 
eee 

} tnlev rea we 
WM ot le, Xlhe Ry 
Pomc a be ety 
A wt 


| her te ( nee hohe. | 
it Aes ere a 














Ir’ 
| SHE coocos? Chaw «> 





The Unpublished Leskernick Diaries (1) 
The Excavation Supervisors’ “Caravan Diary”, 1997 


This diary was compiled by Justin Russell [JR] and Mike Seager Thomas [MST], 
as part of the UCL Bronze Age Settlements and Landscapes of Bodmin Moor 
Project. It records the comments and views of residents and visitors to the 
Summer 1997 Leskernick excavation "supervisors" caravan. Originally 
handwritten, it was transcribed—with some additions—by Mike Seager Thomas 
in November 1997, at which time it was made available to the Project 
directors. This file includes both the transcription and the original. 


Occupants of the caravan 

Old Chris (Chris Derham)—excavator 

Young Chris (Chris Greatorex)—excavation supervisor (LSS) 
Eric—excavation supervisor (LSS) 

Justin (Justin Russell) [JR]—excavation planner 

Mike (Mike Seager Thomas) [MST]—excavation supervisor (LSW) 


Excavators referred to 

Angus 

Ceri 

Dan 

Gary—excavation supervisor 
Helen—excavation supervisor 
Penny 

Stuart 


Project directors 

Barbara (Barbara Bender) 
Big Foot (Chris Tilley) 
Sue (Sue Hamilton) 


Sociologists 
Mike [W] 
Tony 


Surveyors referred to 
Crystal 
Wayne 


Visiting "characters" 
David Rudling—then director of Archaeology South-East 


Sunday 25th May 


Day one, line one and I’m already tired of writing the diary—for the usual 
reason, style. There is a great deal to say, however, and this, albeit in an 
edited version, I will attempt to do. [MST—a large space follows] 

Justin: “I’ve got nothing to say.” When asked why not he says, “No comment” 
then asks me not to write it. I ask again; pushed, he answers: “It’s a nice site, 
good views.” Justin is not a talker. 

Young Chris: “I can’t understand the method objectives (of Mike [W]’s [I wrote 
"Chris’s"] questionnaire). It seems like a rip-off of the national census, without 
interest, without purpose insofar as it fails to take into consideration the 
individuality of individuals be they ¥ archaeologists or _ sociologists 
(archaeologists are simply a cross section of the population with a common 
interest), missing the more interesting and relevant subject of how they 
perceive their subject. Is it important and if so why? Because it is individually 
entertaining or of profound social, moral, political (etc.) relevance?” Chris 
thinks it’s irrelevant “... an enjoyable irrelevance sometimes.” [MST] 


Mike: “It’s irrelevant, we all know that.” [MST] 


At this point, one of us interjected a note of bathos, remarking, “I can’t believe 
how fat Barbara Bender is!” No doubt this was unkind but the impression was a 
genuine one... the same person later remarked a tradition of Numour in 
archaeology which does not pull its punches. 


Old Chris. He has no problem with any of the people he has met today. It’s a 
great site, a superb situation, but he’s disappointed that work didn’t get 
started. “Looking forward to it,” he says. Then he, and everybody else, start 
talking about food. Writing, I miss the connection. Old Chris explains it with an 
anecdote about the war. Prisoners of war only had two topics, food and sex. 
Food comes first apparently. The discussion of sex begins with a dream Young 
Chris had the night before. In it, David Rudling is fondling young girls breasts; 
or, is it young girls fondling David Rudling’s breasts? I still don’t see the 
connection. [MST] 


Monday 27th May 


Justin, like the rest of us, has had a good day, but he has two reservations: 
Tony and Mike, the sociologists. Tony was damn right rude; Mike too touchy 
feely. One man’s political correctness is another man’s personal space. Mike is 
not entirely plausible. His digging is clean—there is no doubt that he has dug 
before—but when I asked him about West Heslerton, where he says he was 
supervisor, he could tell me nothing about it, not even the date of the site. I 
keep remembering how on learning that a group of Bodmin excavators in Sue’s 
office included the three supervisors his behaviour changed [MST] 


Chris [G] wouldn’t have minded, as a newcomer, a brief account of Chris [T]’s 
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and Barbara’s work on site. 
Mike: “They want to get a book out of it, and don’t give a shit about us.” [JR— 
another large space follows] 


Tuesday 27th May [presumably an incorrect date] 


Old Chris. One day blurs into the next. 

Young Chris. He feels disconnected from the world, like he’s floating away. 

Old Chris. It’s the lack of reference points outside archaeology. 

Justin. At least we’ve got our own space (in reference to staying in a caravan 
rather than a B&B, the usual accommodation of a Unit archaeologist). 

Old Chris: Justin is messy. 

Old Chris: “I didn’t say any such thing!” [MST] 


Mike takes things you say completely out of context to make sound bytes [JR] 


Old Chris: “The weather’s going to be fine tomorrow... we’re going to hack the 
back.” [of hut 39] 
Old Chris: “Ritual should be in the mind of the depositor, not the mind of the 
excavator.” [MST] 


Justin is getting really up-tight about my [Mike ST’s] alleged distortion of what 
everybody—and anybody—says. Therefore, I hand the diary over to him. “Tell 
me what to say,” he says “and I'll write.” [MST] 


Melodramatic Mike [ST]: “I think we have to discuss yesterday’s little 
argument, the one which culminated in Mike being sworn at in front of the 
excavating team.” [He and Young Chris had quarrelled over the assignment of 
students. I [Mike] didn’t want rubbish in hut 23, he [Chris] didn’t want rubbish 
in hut 39] “It was horrible, ugly. Why should anyone swear at me? Especially a 
fellow supervisor?” 

Old Chris [interjecting]: “Even if it’s entirely justified?” 

“I can’t understand it. And why would the other party” (who is at the bar, 
having just offered to buy Mike a drink) “apologise when he’d arranged with 
Sue to get what he wanted all along? Interesting.” [JR] 


It is clear from his expression that Old Chris does not approve of the foregoing 
entry. The topic is closed. This is a pity because I believe that it is here that 
the interest of the project—the diary at least—lies. To a sensitive person, 
unreconciled to the whole (truth?), it may be destructive, but how else are we 
fully to understand what is going on. J cause my effect. This is a general rule, 
applying equally to, and across, private and professional life—including 
archaeology. [And yes, Barbara, I am a professional. Not a “digger”—which 
frankly is not PC—but an archaeologist. MST] 


Enough said. [JR] 


Sunday ist June 


I am disappointed that Old Chris, with the rest of the excavation team, has 
elected to approach the hill from Westmoorgate, not the more attractive 
Bowithick route. Very sensibly he explains, “I do my exercise at work.” Sue 
and I walk it alone. If only those amongst survey team who criticised the rest 
of us last year for deliberately taking a different route could see this. I have 
timed the two journeys. It takes an extra ten to fifteen minutes driving to 
reach Westmoorgate, not much less than is added to the walk from Bowithick. 
For this difference, we swap a steamed up windscreen for the open air, the 
dinosaur park (the rock stream at Bowithick), the hunched back of the hill, 
across which we are cutting several paths, and—as it has turned out—an 
appreciation of the morning uncluttered by variable company. Freedom! It is 
how I spend my holidays; and I get it as part of a day’s work. Some days of 
course I’m tired. The days when I would loiter and the days when I would step 
out—perhaps to the Rising Sun—do not necessarily coincide with those on 
which Sue would do the same thing. The compromise can be either tiring or 
boring. But less so than that to and particularly from Westmoorgate. Hopefully, 
Old Chris will see this route before he goes. He does not have last year’s 
familiarity (I was never bored last year). He would not be overshadowed by 
the surveyors and their desire to make an honest difference an issue of debate 
and contention. Just walking, the hills rising about him on all sides, he too 
would get that sensation—I do not know whether it is real, perhaps a physical 
thing, or a psychological construct—of freedom, when life fills out within you. 
[MST] 


Monday 2nd June 


[As on other days, I asked for my fellow archaeologists for their impressions 
and feelings on the day] 

Old Chris: “Wet.” 

Young Chris: “ I didn’t sleep a wink.” He felt as if he didn’t exist because of it. 
He added: “...Sue brought some nice cakes.” As I write, both wander off on 
another—more domestic—topic, Justin. It’s tidier without him. “And” he says 
“he’s not gone off site at all but is living with his mother and a bloke called 
John,” referring to his sister, Delia, who looks just like him and who is staying 
on the caravan site. Chris also wants me to put down how “Ceri” [one of the 
students] “drinks like a trooper.” 

After yesterday, Stuart (who did not turn up) has been behaving contritely—we 
have all noticed this. He cleaned Chris’s car! Though wet through, he offered to 
stay in my trench. He Jooked cowed. 

I fish around for something funny. “Nothing funny’s happened today,” says 
Young Chris, tired. Old Chris, however, reminds us that Sue tried to get into 
two caravans last night—neither hers, “using me as an unknowing accomplice!” 
Young Chris’s face looks dreadful—his nose especially (Stuart had 
recommended rubbing it with a pumice stone). Chris rejects the idea, but, 
when he disappears into his room, we hear exclaimed: “My God, I look like a 
total dick head!” Words like dermatological and flaky remain current in the 
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caravan. [MST] 


Wednesday 4th June 


“No balls,” says Old Chris of Mike, the sociologist. Mike was scarred shitless in 
the back of Young Chris’s car this evening, calling it the “Blues Death 
Machine.” Young Chris is a bit pissed off with him because when he went round 
to see him for a pre-arranged “sociology” interview, Mike begged off—wanting 
a shower! He was showing his belly, Chris said; in his boxer shorts: “He 
looked... like a beached whale. I think he’s a bit precious.” Reliability is 
important, you see—when you say you'll do something, you do it; otherwise 
you keep your mouth shut. 

At this point, Mike comes in apologising for “fucking you about.” I find his 
attitude odd: I can’t say why exactly. He offers an interview over tonight’s 
England/Italy match. “This just goes to show” says Young Chris when he’s 
gone “what a complete lump of toss it is!” Not being a fan of either—football or 
Mike’s formulae—I amuse myself with the thought that Chris means the 
former. By this time, I have got it in my mind to interview Mike, the 
sociologist. [MST] 


Old Chris accused me, quite unjustly, of hiding his shoes. Why would I do that? 
This is an extraordinary accusation. The idiom here is Sue’s. Chris is using a 
word of Justin’s: cool. This is project social dynamics at work. [MST] 


Saturday 7th June 


Old Chris: “[Bordieu] is used as a symbol of power by those who read it and 
pretend they understand it.” I use Outline of A Theory of Practice as a coffee 
pot stand. [MST] 


Monday 8th June 


Today, I was bored for the first time since my arrival here two weeks ago—Eric 
has arrived. 

Wayne Kerr. Young Chris told Justin that Wayne’s surname was Kerr. Dan 
thinks his name is Wayne King, which sounds rather Chinese. 

Wayne is much thinner than he was last year—or so it seems. At work he is 
alone much of the time; two out of four visits to hut 23 he has been by 
himself. According to one of my team, he said he didn’t know why he was 
doing what he was—roll out elevations. I know. This is the survey team’s 
answer to my photo roll-outs. Is he impatient because he’s mimicking 
something of my device, or because it is not of his? One day he winked at me, 
and a series of remarks—heard and reported—make me think he’s in a 
promiscuous phase. 

A lot of nasty things are said about Wayne, some in fun, some not. But I think 
he’s probably okay. [MST] 


Tuesday 10th June 


The diary is a great relief. All day, I (we, I suppose) have to go around being 
nice. Since I am not so nice, this is difficult. I want to say how, on reading 
Eric’s diary, I found, unattributed, things I had explained to him—repeatedly, 
since it is Eric. Obviously, I cannot say this to him. I have to live with him. But 
the observation is of definite interest, my explanation being given in front of 
Sue, and the omission not therefore explicable in terms of the usual self 
interested plagiarism one encounters in archaeology. Perhaps, for example, he 
is unaware of my contribution to his thought processes. Or perhaps he is 
writing for the archive. Fat, I call him to his face. The gratuitous abuse is also 
a relief: Wayne Kerr. Maybe he [Wayne] really is the creep everybody says he 
is but he’s always been very pleasant to me, and yet I get enormous pleasure 
out of it. 

Sue, perhaps, does not have this relief. I remember last year’s diary, edited for 
our consumption. Social tensions with Big Foot—I assume it is him—are getting 
to her. She welcomes our relatively untaxing company all the more for it. Sue 
was known by Old Chris as Auntie Susie. “I’m not like an auntie,” she says, but 
likes the diminutive. One day she asked what I thought she did on site. I think 
this was in response to Tony’s movement map. I said, “Part of the time you 
dig; part of the time you try to understand what’s going on; and part of the 
time you manage.” “Exactly right!” she said; then, questioning: “I suppose 
everyone [in the excavation team] knows that?” I am spared The Face this 
year. I told her to stop it. But she has confidence in my work now. I have not 
thought about this before, but on reflection I find it very flattering: it warms 
me and it boosts, in a way that has positive implications in the field, my own 
self confidence. It does not matter if this is a deliberate strategy of hers or not. 
Sue is manager, and in a way that is quite ruthless. “It’s all for the good of the 
project,” she says bluffly. Our tea breaks are manipulated. People are sent to 
LSW by “mistake”. People pay for free space. I am told repeatedly to behave 
tactfully to Big Foot and Barbara. Everything is balanced and compensated for. 
My God, I bet she wishes she could say what she really thought. Presumably it 
is because they have, that members of the excavation team were never 
allowed to see Big Foot and Barbara’s diaries. Shall I take this as an 
acknowledgment by them of our worth to the project: they think we’re good, 
they don’t want to lose us? I wonder. [MST] 


Wednesday 12th June 


Both Justin and I got lost in the fog today. Justin says he rather enjoyed this, 
and describes finding himself by a tree “and wondering how it got there?” At 
that point the fog lifted and he saw the survey team walking across the hill 
towards him. Justin is bored. The most exciting thing that has happened to him 
in terms of “digging” is the discovery just above Hut 23 of a collection of WW2 
cartridges. He thinks they might be American. It’s interesting how they've 
weathered differently, he says with some enthusiasm. Everybody of course has 
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noted this military hardware about the hill, but not perhaps its time depth. At 
Easter I found a complete magazine near to Hut 39. “Excavators” and 
“surveyors” alike pick it up. There is a small collection now next to Hut 23 and 
the least attractive of the artworks around Hut 28, which reminds me of a 
fetish, incorporates a few more pieces. [MST] 


Thursday 13th June 


Went to Auntie “I’m not an auntie, that’s really off!” Susie’s for dinner. When 
we arrived at the caravan she was in the shower. This reminds me of the last 
time we had a date here. Young Chris, Justin and I were waiting outside and 
we saw Sue through the frosted window: naked. I pointed this out to Justin. 
He says he didn’t look but I remember him blushing. Whether this was 
prompted by the idea or the fact , I don’t know. 

Sue says—of the three of us—“there is real site unity... except for Mike who 
ate the chocolate.” It is long established that I am the sod. We talk for a long 
time of Wayne. “He used to be much fatter last year and the funny thing is 
what he says doesn’t seem to have much weight to it... it’s as though in losing 
weight he’s lost his substance,” says Sue. We also talk a lot of—what’s ‘is 
name—Eric. In fact talk keeps wandering off onto personalities. Not Big Foot, 
however, or Barbara. Why is this? I wonder aloud. “Probably because,” says 
Sue, “we don’t engage with them... they've left our world, there’s no reminder 
that Chris exists in this caravan.” 

As usual I press Justin for a comment [it occurs to me that the foregoing 
paragraph is made up entirely of quotes from Sue, and yet all evening both 
were talkative]. Sue throws in a quotable remark and Justin admits how little 
he has to say compared to her. The meal goes well. Sue is an excellent cook, 
Justin and I agree, and we invite her back, discussing together how to manage 
Eric. I suggest that he can’t come. Maybe we'll all rove from caravan to 
caravan, a selected few only going on. Justin and I are selected from our 
caravan. Sue is selected from hers. From the other caravans Penny, Angus and 
Tony are selected. Again Big Foot and Barbara are excluded. 

Justin has been told about games, Patagonian Puss-Puss (Sue: “It sounds a bit 
namby pamby to me.”) and Jumping Jack by, respectively, Mike and Eric. In 
Patagonian Puss-Puss you pick up a person and run away with him; in Jumping 
Jack, you jump on him. Sue again: “I don’t know which is more preferable.” 
[MST] 


“Who wants a mirror?” 

“IT don’t much like things of my own age” 

“They’re a kind of sludgy colour.” 

“IT don’t need colour, I have personality.” 

“Justin’s blue socks are an expression of the insecurity of his person.” 
“TI can’t say I saw any parts... I saw a strap go on.” 

“I wish I’d seen this as a first year undergraduate.” 

“One of you has got to go in the shower and do something. 
“You ask Chris; I bet he saw.” 

“He probably had a shower in someone else’s caravan.” 


n 
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“I think that’s probably illegal. It should be illegal if it isn’t.” 
“The man cares about his bar.” 

“Just put it away! Go on Mike, put it back. Tuck it in again.” 
“You’re doing it again. Or are you drunk?” 

“What did you do when you had the gin?” 

“Edinburgh.” 

“Just up from the sticks.” 

“You're not to put anything down.” 

“It’s not the truth.” 

“Its plausible.” 

“Its not at all plausible.” 

“IT wasn’t. I was stone cold sober.” 

“You would be, wouldn’t you.” 

“It wasn’t a stranger.” 

“Why do you want to know about everyone's virginity?” 
“So it was just gratuitous pleasure?” 

“Probably his wife’s lover's.” 

“I’m convinced that this woman that he jived with was someone he’d... In the 
70s we actually had sex, in the 50s you just wanted it.” 
“He was probably quite desirable.” 

“He said something about doing it in a bus shelter.” 
“Blimey.” [JR] 


Put an olive pit in Big Foot’s huge wellies—the Idean Caves. [MST] 


Friday 13th June 


Day off. Eric is amusing. He fills out Mike’s questionnaire only because he’s 
come up with what he thinks is a good joke in answer to the question, “What is 
your marital status?”: “Happy.” He argued this for ten minutes on the basis of 
the exact meaning of the word marital, which means (?) within marriage, not 
whether one is in it. [MST] 


In the laundry, I look at Crystal’s photographs. They raise an interesting 
question: does political correctness mean dishonesty? Or is it that people don’t 
want to question Big Foot’s expressed judgement? Big Foot’s best friends on 
this project are on the excavation team. When I say good morning to him 
(despite Sue’s frequent requests that I be nice to him), I actually mean it. The 
same goes for most of us. If we take the piss, its the honest piss. The same 
cannot be said of the survey team. They talk to him because he’s Chris Tilley, 
author of A Phenomenology of the Landscape etc., and a man of likely 
influence. I think this because I cannot believe people actually think her 
rubbish good. This is a pity because Crystal may mean well. She is just a lousy 
photographer, and—until the survey team can bring itself to express an honest 
criticism—likely to remain so. Either way, for Crystal’s, Big Foot’s and the 
project’s sake, I can only express my contempt. [MST] 


[In the pub] “It’s only because you’re very dirty people.” 
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“O, you have used one.” 

“One could work it out, but it’s a bit odd.” 

“I’m a trend-setter: I can’t be fashionable.” 

“It’s like waiting for a great train to crash at the moment.” 
“It’s dog eat dog.” 

“Possibly they don’t have the same sensitivity that I have.” 
“Absolute bastards.” 

“O, don’t be mean, I’m okay. I can go forward.” 

“T can’t remember what to do.” 

“This thing is weaving backwards and forwards; she doesn’t get the hang of it 
at all.” 

“Apart from anything else he’s a lick-arse.” 

“T have, I tried very hard.” 

“T haven’t lied to him, he’s lied to me.” 

“Bollocks!” 

“Well, keep going, he'll have to produce one.” 

“Its the sort of thing you take back with your fish and chips.” 
“What fish and chips are those?” 

Impatiently: “O...” 

“First of all they’re soft.” 

“T’d like to try it out of curiosity, but I’m sure it’s horrible.” 
“If there’s a crusty bit, it’s on the outside.” 

“Yes he did.” 

“It’s got an aftertaste.” 

“It had to be hacked out with a knife and fork.” 

“An aftertasty.” 

“They didn’t have to call a teacher.” 

“You’re too high already.” 

“You've got a short upper half? Very unfortunate.” 
“Needlessly meretricious.” 

“Couldn’t you go and chat up a soldier?” 

“I'd like something I could keep.” 

“He used to bring me little presents, that’s true.” 

“Hmm...” 

“T look just like John Wayne in Stagecoach.” 

“There are certain types. We all look like Hollywood film stars: Eric Gene Kelly, 
Chris Harvey Keitel, Mike John Wayne, Gary Farley Granger.” 
“And Big Foot Akhenaten. O... he wasn’t a film star.” 

“No, I have not got it in my pocket.” 

“You’re not into that sort of thing , are you?” 

“They'll get slapped round the chops.” 

“My legs don’t fit either side of it—it does gross damage in-between.” 
“For 40p you get the balls.” 

“The person who sent the letter to me...” 

“,.. put it in an envelope.” 

“Fondling young girls breasts.” 

“T lost his telephone number for a strategic reason.” 

“That’s a banana.” 

“I put one in her coat today, but she started it by stuffing one down my T- 
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shirt.” [JR—edited by MST] 


Eric has gone to bed. Mike is upset that I have written four sides worth of 
diary, fearing I’ve gone too far. Geomorphologists appeared in the bar. We are 
having dates, yoghurt, cream and other munchies. [JR] 


Sunday 15th June 


Justin’s communications with Big Foot till now: “Have you got the keys to the 
van... O sorry, I thought you were Old Chris.” “Are you waiting for the phone?” 
“The cling film’s ripped.” Big Foot replied monosyllabically to all. “Ugh” ? [MST] 


Tony came in yesterday to photograph our private space. He saw my Bordieu. 
“Good book,” he said buoyantly. It is not a good book, it is my coffee pot 
stand, and it is not a good coffee pot stand. Tony is a prat. He asked me today 
when he could interview me. I said, “After work.” “But then it eats into my 
personal time,” he said. “Well if you don’t think it’s important enough, don’t 
bother,” I said. “Of course you’re important,” he replied. “You’re an integral 
part of the Project.” Clearly we each value our work here differently. When 
we—the excavating team—are on site, the anthropologists have just got up 
and are cooking bubble and squeak. When the sociologists work, it is at the 
expense of the excavation. I on the other hand work all day, on and off site. 
Good book indeed. Page 72: Structures and the Habitus, paragraph one... 
Bollocks. [MST] 


Mike [ST] tells me I’m an epicure, because I enjoy a good bottle of red wine. 
“Shouldn’t that be Epicurean?” says Eric, who doesn’t like red wine. 
“Is the orange off?” [JR] 


Friday 20th June 


A number of my colleagues are lazy. Mike [W] never finishes anything. As soon 
as he gets bored he clears off to write his diary. On bad weather days he stays 
home to write his diary. I bribed him with our one cut feature: “If I offer you 
this, will you reconsider [staying]?” “Yes,” he said at once. After lunch, perhaps 
realizing what he had given away, he did not return. In the end, I dug the 
feature. Contrast this with my team, now only two people—Angus and Dan. 
They slave away rain or shine and between them have excavated the greater 
part of Hut 23. [MST] 


Saturday 21st June 


Tonight I am a “guest” of Justin, Mike and Eric. Eric had cooked his own meal 
by the time I arrived. Justin and I chopped vegetables while Mike lay on the 
sofa with his legs propped up and complained about being unappreciated while 
we produced the most excellent meal. Eric unfortunately spoilt his good 
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stalwart performance of the day (keeping chirpy in the driving on-site rain) by 
chopping off the end of our Brie de Meaux. Justin provided the music—relaxing 
50’s Zimmer-frame music. Mike and Justin provided the wine—indispensable 
Australian Shiraz. The caravan is filled with rain sodden ruck-sacs and the like. 
Good humour mostly abounds in spite of an awful rain saturated day, Mike 
gaining enough humour to renew the masking tape around my/Justin’s 
drawing board. No doubt this is caravan—digging life at its best. [Sue H] 


Helen is a taker. She is wholly careless of those around her. We wait for her, 
we clear up after her. She takes our hospitality, she takes British Academy 
money, she takes Sue’s positive discrimination, and squanders it. Today, for 
example, she was late. J had to wait for her. When she got out she left a half 
scooped grapefruit in the back of my van and a dirty tea cup. She has 
unilaterally imported two men into the sociologists’ caravan, Gary and a 
complete stranger unconnected with the project—and yet we all made an 
undertaking not to bring friends or spouses with us on the project. This is not 
egalitarianism, it is one rule for you and another for me. 


Joking today, Mike [W] pulled an expression—lower lip thrust out—I had first 
seen during an interview carried out by members of the excavation team 
earlier during the project. He had cracked under what I supposed guiltily to be 
too much pressure. But this makes me wonder. Is he real or is he not? It 
would be easy to conclude that all these people are frauds, that when I fed 
Mike my best whisky—all I could think to do to bring him round—he was taking 
the piss. Who knows what a socio-anthropological training entails? But it is too 
elaborate. Mike is not that sophisticated—surely? It is the project and its 
conflicts making me paranoid. 

[For some reason—egoism, I suspect—all of us on the project fell victim to 
Vain Imaginings. Differences were expressed as criticisms and as such taken 
personally. People were offended. A professional statement became a personal 
attack. Sue you’re so empirical: you’re narrow minded and backward. Big Foot, 
in comparison to archaeological methodology, yours... beggars belief. Mike 
you're a complete tosser. Usually of course this does not matter. Hierarchies, 
both vertical and lateral, by weighting the view of different groups differently, 
protect us from those we find unpalatable. But we were supposed to be equal 
and the views of a tosser (should have) carried as much weight as those of a 
social theorist. I have been told, when you worked in Bulgaria you had to 
undergo a madness test. “Are you mad,” they would ask you. Before 
commencing work on this project perhaps we should have been asked, “Have 
you an ego?” Anyone answering anything other than “No” would have been 
rejected and Big Foot could have spent three seasons wandering about 
Leskernick in peace. ] 

Tony is much more straight forward. We know what he’s after. “Watch him,” 
I’m warned, “he’s clever.” But I’m not so sure. Of course he is not stupid, I am 
not suggesting that, but his consistency—wanting to interview my team in my 
time, accusing Eric of “setting the agenda” because of his reluctance to give up 
people during precious digging time, arranging with Sue to have me transport 
his goods, i.e. his clear view of his pre-eminent position in the project is rather 
stolid. Compared to this Mike is either clever, or very stupid. Take your pick. I 
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know which one it will be. Tony is easier to dislike. In this way exactly he is 
like Eric. The difference is that Tony is much smarter than Eric. His questions, 
though normative, give you the opportunity not to be normative in reply. If the 
intention is to draw out the questionee, they are the best sort of questions, for 
they allow full reign to his ego. This is good socio-anthropological practice. 
What on the hill is, natural, cultural, ambiguous? he asks. Position, shape, 
weather, geology, relationships; domesticates, us; vegetation (peat), the 
horses, the ruinous state of the settlement etc., I answer. Very fancy. The 
trouble is I would never have thought this if I had not been asked in the first 
place. Our unprompted diaries have far greater validity. [MST] 


Thursday [no date] 


Big Foot has this evening said “Hello” to Justin. This doubles the number of 
syllables he has addressed to Justin at any one time. A great improvement. 
[MST] 


Justin and I had dinner with Sue. She dangled her hair in her soup. Later we 
caught her flinging her hair back and blushing. “I blush all the time,” she said 
when I mentioned this. [MST] 


SHE COULDN'T CHEW IT. [JR] 


Freedom. [MST] 


Postscript 


The diary ends here for the same reason entries were made on a few days 
only. Justin and I were tired, we had paperwork to do or the pub or Sue’s 
cooking beckoned. On one or two days it was all of these things. A few harder 
or longer entries were omitted out of laziness. 

Towards the end of the 1997 season, Big Foot provided me with a story I have 
told many times since. I am in the caravan he shares with Sue. He enters by 
his door, stumbling a little. It soon becomes apparent that he is upset—about 
the art. Possibly it has something to do with Angus, who’d asked if he’d 
thought of painting the stones pink with white spots. Big Foot’s voice is 
fraught, almost violent. “People,” he says, “seem to think what’s important in 
this project is occurring elsewhere.” Of course I feel uncomfortable but I am 
fixed there. On the one hand, I have an idea about its value which I am 
curious to try out on him. (To the extent that these stone were significant, 
they weren’t really stones. By emphasising this you reproduce the relationship 
—if not the meaning.) On the other hand, he is behaving—shall we say— 
interestingly. Sue tries to calm him, expressing an interest in the art and trying 
to explain the “misunderstanding”, but he wont have it. She tries to deflect his 
attention, asking questions. He has laid a newspaper on the carpet onto which 
he puts his dirty brushes and pours turps. Sue is literally on her knees: “That’s 
an interesting brush”—anything. I am reminded of someone manipulating a 
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child. The paper is soaked. When he removes it, and sees the wet carpet, he 
groans. He puts the tin of turps down and rubs on the carpet till it is clean, but 
when he picks up the tin again there is a white mark. Again he groans. All the 
time he has been working fast, his frantic actions mirroring the speed and 
repetition of his monomania. Now he pours out more turps, and, putting the 
tin down again, begins to rub the white mark with his fingers. But the carpet 
has been marked again. The tin is tipped up and he begins again. He repeats 
this several times. As this proceeds, Sue looks at me—an interrogatory look; 
helpless “Do you see it?” But actually Big Foot is coming round. The violence 
remains, however. When he has finished—the floor surprisingly clean (a plastic 
carpet, I am thinking)—the wine is put down between us, his big hands 
working arbitrarily on the tap, his shiny red eyes and fixed smile manic still but 
keen now instead of fraught. Wine has removed all his inhibitions, and grinning 
broadly he begins—quite blatantly—to work on me. What would I like to 
excavate? Do I not want to work on parts of the site that interest me. You’re 
not interested in Hut 39... There are a few other stories as well, but it is this 
people most enjoy. 

“How’s the schizophrenic?” Eric asked Young Chris when they met at the 
Institute a few days ago—this, it turned out, was me. Eric is doing an MA now, 
Helen has deferred hers and I have been refused funding for mine. All this 
seems terribly predictable and terribly ironic to me. 

Big Foot is now a professor. 

Ash Rennie, who was with us last year, and who is also doing an MA, read a 
recent piece by Barbara. “It was surprisingly good,” he said with a smile. 
[MST] 
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